ON LEAVE

June 15^ 1937.

IN ONE OF MY TALKS OVER RADIO MADRID, I SAID 1

" Everything is habit. The population of this city
has grown accustomed to living heroically, as other
peoples, alas! are getting used to a life of cowardice
from which they are perishing." More recent
events have only increased my conviction that,
generally speaking, courage is not congenital, but
rather the result of habit or of a conjunction of
certain circumstances.

There is the blind courage of those who have
insufficient imagination to visualize danger, the
courage of youth which is so full of vital force as
to be unable to believe in its own death. There is
the bull-fighters' courage of those who walk straight
to their death so long as they know that the eyes of
their comrades are fixed upon them, but who, if left
alone at night at an advanced post, are suddenly
seized with panic, and slink back trembling in every
limb though no enemy may be in sight. There is
the courage of the intellectual who knows how to
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